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gentlemen wrote little figures in large ledgers The eternal
tide, as it seemed, of American dollars, fructifying the soil
of France and filling the tills of the shopkeepers, had abruptly
stopped, to the great alarm of Provengal peasant farmers,
growing olives and oranges and lettuces and flowers, and
to the distress of modistes, jewellers, florists, scent manu-
facturers, gigolos, Russian orchestras, ballet dancers, cabaret
entertainers, hotel furnishers, restaurant proprietors, cooks,
waiters, conjurers gymnastic instructors, and croupiers along
that coast of pleasure from Mentone to Toulon by way of
Nice, which since the war had been the paradise of profiteers
and the playground of the leisured crowds
The Americans had been the first to leave, after that
crash in Wall Street which had resounded round the world
They had not come back God, it seemed, had a grudge
against the United States The richest country in the
world, the country of mass-production and mechanized
civilization, had lost its magic by the finger touch of some
malign fate Poverty had overtaken them Their banks
were closing their doors Factones were turning off men
and stopping the machines Farmers were burning their
crops Something had gone bad in the United States
It is a lesson for them,' said the French people in Avignon,
shrugging their shoulders 'They were too rich They did
not know how to use their wealth Those tourists—Sacred
Name f It is possible to breathe again in Avignon and
Pans It is possible to hear the French language in France
There are always compensations for other people's mis-
fortunes "
The French people who spoke like that were not con-
nected with business They were not losing money directly
by the loss of the tourist traffic
But this calamity in the United States was affecting other
nations. It was a spreading disease The American people
had lent thousands of millions of dollars to Germany and
other countries In their own distress they called back these

